NEW  LIFE"

to your grandfather; it's belonged to me for years. We
haven't done so badly. I hope you'll have it in your
room."

He was thinking of himself and his father before him,
and all the great dramas that had begun in that room, in
Plowden Buildings, and in Pump Court. It was a sad
moment, and he knew he would miss the exhilaration of
battle.

He was tired when he left, and Hollis offered to carry
his bag out to the car. But he refused, and carried it
himself, and as he got into the car, confirmed an appoint-
ment for the next day with his clerk.

By half-past seven he was changed and at the Dorchester,
where he was to speak at the dinner of the Greyhound
Racing Society. The speech was in response to the Toast
of " Our Guests," and he had told Lord Donegall and
Mr. Arthur Elven, who sat next to him, that he was as
" nervous as a kitten." Mr. Elvin asked how it was
possible that he, who was accustomed to addressing judges
and juries on more vital matters almost every day of his
life, felt nervous at the prospect of a speech at a public
dinner.

" The person who is not nervous before such an
ordeal/' said Curtis, " is not able to make much of a
speech."

He rose to speak at twenty minutes to eleven, and his
first words were : " I feel this is the last time I shall speak
in public." Little did he realize how prophetic those
words were. He made a worthy speech, timed perfectly ;
a new joke about his size; the audience in laughter; a
snapshot taken of him pausing while the audience around
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